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Since birth,and beauen and earch,all three do mcerc 
In thee at once,which thou at once would’# loofc. 
Fie,fie,thau fham’ft-thy fhlpejbyiotiejthy wit. 
Which like a Vfurer abound’d in all: 

And vfeft none in that true vie indeed. 

Which (hould bcdccke thy (tape,-thy louc,thy. wit ? 
Thy Noble (hape.isbut a forme of waxc, 
’Digrcfling from the Valour of a man. 

Thy dearc Loue Iworne but hollow periuric. 

Killing that Lone which thou haft vow’d tochcrifh. 
Thy wit,that Ornament, to fhape and Louc, 
Milhapcn in the condudofthem both : . 

Like powder in a skiliefle Souldicrs flaskc, ; 

Is fet a fire by thine ownc ignorance. 

And thou difmembred with thine ownc defence. 
What,rowfe theeman,thy Iuliet isaliuc, 

For whofe dearc lake thou waft but lately dead. 
There art thou happy.7)&»/r would kill thee. 

But thou flew’ft there art thou happie. 

The law that threatned death became thy Friend, 
, : And turn’d it to exile,there art thou happy. 

A packe or blcffing light vpon thy backc,. 

Happincffc Courts thee in her heft array, 
Butlikcamilhaped and fullen wench. 

Thou putteft vp thy Fortune and thy Louc: 

Take heed,take heed,for fuch die miferable. 
'Goegetthee to thy Lone as was decreed, 
i Afcend her Chamber,hence and comfort her: 

But looke thou ftay not till the watch be fet, 

For then thou canft not paffe to Mantua, 

Where thou (halt liue till we can finde a time 
Toblaze your marriage,reconcile your Friends, 

Beg pardon of thy PrincejSnd call thee backc, . 
With twenty hundred choufand time* more ioy 
Then thou went’ft forth in lamentation, 

Goe before Nurfe,commcnd me to thy Lady, 

And bid her haften all the houfe to bed, 

Which heauy lorrow makes them apt vnto, 

Romeo is comming. 

Nur. O Lord,I could haue ftaid here all night, 

To hearc good counfelhoh what learning is 1 
My Lord He tell my Lady you will come. 

Rom. Do fo,anc! bid my S wcecc prepare to chide. 
Nur. Hccre fir,a Ring Are bid me giue you fir-: 

Hie you.make haft, for it growes veiy late. 

Rom. How well my comfort is rcuiu’d by this. 

Fri. Go hence, 

Goodnight,and here ftands all your ftate: 

Either be gone before the watch be fet. 

Or by the biea&e of day difguis’d from hence, 
Soiourne in Mantua ,He find out your man. 

And he fhall fignifie from time to cimc, 

Euery good hap to you, that chaunces hecre: 

Giue me thy hand,’us Iate.farewell,goodnight. 

Rom. But that a ioy paft ioy,calis out on me. 

It .were a griefe,to briefe to part with thee: 

Farewell, 1 Extant. 


Enter old Capuletjus IFife and Parti. 


Cap. Things haue falne out fir fo vnluckily, 
Tnat we haue had no time to mouc our Daughter : 
Looke you,(he Loa’d her kinfman Tybalt ot arcly. 
And fodid I. Well,we were borne to die. 

Tis very late,(hc’l hot come downe to night: 
romifeyou.but for your company, 






\omeoand Juliet. 


I would haue bin a bed an houre ago. 

% • P ,* r ' Thefe time * of wo, affoord no times 
Madam goodnight,commend me to your Da.. ; W ° 0t: 
Lady. I will,and know her mind ear)v ton, ^ 

o nioU a-_ _ia — - t_: . .v-^rootrow 


i o night,flic is mewed vp to her heauineffe 
Op. s ir Parti,lvi\\\ make a defperate tender 
DfmyChildcslouc: I thinke fhe will be rul’d 
In all refpefis by me: nay more,I doubt it not 
Wuc,go you to her ereyoir go to bed, 

Acquaint herhere,ofmy Sonne?<ir» Louc 
And bid her,marke you me,on Wcndfdavncxr 
But foft,whar day is this ? 1 

Par. Monday my Lord, 

Cap. Monday,ha ha: well Wcndfday is too 
A Thurlday let it bc:a Thurfday tell her, nf * 

She fhall be married to this Noble Earle*: 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haft ? 

Weclc keepe no great adoe,a Friend or two 
For harke you Jybalt being flainc fo late, * 

I c may be thought we held him carclefly, 

Being our kinfman,if we reuell much : * 

Therefore weclc haue fomehalfca dozen Friends 
And there an end. But what fay you to Thurfdav ? 

Paris* My Lord, * 

I would that Thurfday were to morrow. 

Cap. Well,get you gone, a Thurfday,be it then • 
Go you to Iuliet ere you goto bed. 

Prepare her wife,againft this wedding day. 

Farewell my Lordjlight to my Chamber hoa 3 
A tore me,ic is fo lace, that we may call ir early by and by 
° Q1 S lU * ixcunt. 


Enter Romeo and Iuliet aloft. 


IuL Wilt thou be gone ? It is not yet necreday • 
It was the Nightingalcjand not the Larke, 

That pier ’ft the fearcfull hollow of thine eare ? 
Nightly fhe lings on yond Pomgrancc crec ? 
Belecucme Loue,it was the Nightingale. 

Rom. It was the Larke the Hcrauid of the Mornc: 
No Nightingalerlooke Loue what enuicus ftreakes 
Do lace the feucringCloudcs iti yonder Eaft: 
Nights Candlesarcburncou^andlocond day 
Stands cipto on the miftie Mouncaincs tops^ 

I ouift be gone and line,or flay and die. 

Iul* Yond light is not daylight,! know it 1 1 
It is io ne Meteor that the Sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a Torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to 'Mantua. 

Therefore flay yet,thou need’ft not to be gone, 

Rom* Let me be cane, let me be put to death, 

1 am contcnt,fo thou wilt haue it fo. 

1 !e fay yon gray is not the mornings eye* 

Tis but the pale reflexe of Cmtbias brow. 

Nor that is not Larke wbofenoates dobcace 
1 be vaulty heauen fo high abouc our heads, 

1 haue more care to ftay,then will to go: 

Come death and wclcomcjuliet wills it fo. 

How ift my fou!e,let$ talkc,it is not day. 

lull. Ic is.ic is,hie hence be gone away: 

It is the Larke that fings fo out of tunc, 

Straining harfh Difcords,and vnpleafing Sharpes. 
Some fay the Larke makes fwcete Diuilion; 

This doth not forfor fhe diuideth vs. 

Somefay,the Larke and loathed Toad change eyes, 

O now I would they had chang'd voyccs too: 


. .,«( from arnue chat voycc doth vs affray, 

r * thee hence, with Hunt f-vp to the day, 
fe be gone,more light and itli ghc growes. 
0^ ., lioht.more darke &. darke 
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- J More light & light,more darke & darke our woes. 
^ orn ‘ Enter Madam and Nnrfe. 


tfttr. Madam. 

rJ. Nurfc- • . . . 

^ Your Lady Mother is comming to your chamber. 
The day is broke,be wary,looke about. 

tj Then window let day in,and lec life out. 

Horn. Farewell,farewell,onc kiffe and He dcicend. 
ltd Art thou gone fo?Loue,Lord,ay Husband,Friend, 

ft heare from thee euery day in the houre, 

L in a minute there are many dayes, 

0 by this count Khali be much in ycares, 

|. rC I againc behold my Romeo. 

Pom- Farewell: 
jflill omitnooportunitie, 

That may conuey my greetings Loue/o thee. 
jd. O thinkeft thou we lhall euer meet agame ? 

Rom. I doubt it not,and all thefe woes lhall lerue 
For fweec difeourfes in our time to come. 

Iuilet. O God! I haue an ill Diuining foule, 
hie ihinkes I fee thee now,thou art fo lowe, 

As one dead in the bottome of a T ombe. 

Either my eye-fight failcS,or thou look’ft pale. 

Pom. And truft me Louc,in my eye fo do you: 
Drieforrowdrinkcs our blood. Adue,adue. Exit. 

jul. O Fortune,Fonune,all men call thee fickle, 

Ifchou art fickle,what doft thou with him 
That is renown’d for faith ? be fickle Fortune: 

For then I hope thou wilt not keepe him long, 

But fend him backc. 

Enter Mother. 

Lad. Ho Daughter,are you vp ? 
luh Who ift that calls ? Is it my Lady Mother. 

Is fhe not downe fo late, or vp fo early ? 
Whatvnaccuftom’d caufe procures her hither ? 

Lad. Why how now Iuliet} " 

}nl. Madam I am not well. 

Lad. Eucrmore weeping for your Cozins death i 
What wilt thou wafh him from his grauc with teares i 
And if thou could’ft,thou could’ft not make him liue : 
Thereforehaue done,fome griefe Ihewes much of Loue, 
But much of griefe, fhewes ftill 1‘ome want of wit. 
lul. Yet let me wccpe,for fuch a feeling Ioffe. 

Lad. So (hall you feele the Ioffe,but not the Friend 
Which you weepefor. 

ltd. Feeling fo the Ioffe, 

I cannot chufebut euer weepc the Friend. 

La. Well Girle.thou weep’ft not fo much for his death. 
As that the Villaine hues which flaughter’d him. 
lul. What Villaiue,Madam? 

Lad. That fame Villaine^oww. 1 " - 

lul. Villaine and he, be many Miles affunder: 

God pardon.Idoe with all my heart: 

And yet no man like hc,doth grieue my heart. 

Lad. That is becaufe the Traicor hues. 
hi. I Madam from the reach of thefe my handsi ' 
Would none but I might venge my Cozins death. 

Lad. We will haue vengeance for it,feare thou not. 
Then weepe no more,He fend to one in Mantua , 

Where that famebanilht Run-agate doth liue. 

Shall giue him fuch an vnaccuftom’d dram. 

That be fhall foone keepe Ty halt company: 

And then I hope thou wilt be fatisfied. 


lul. Indeed I neuer fhall be fatisfied 
With r Rpmeo,td\ I behold him. Dead 

Is my poore heart fo for a kinfman vexts 

Madam if you could find out but a man 
To bcare a poyfon,I would temper it; 

That Romeo (hould vpon rcceit thereof, 

Sooncfleepe in quiet. O how my heart abhors 
To hearc him nam’d,and cannot come to him. 

To wrcakeche Loue I bore my Cozin, 

Vpon his body that hath ftaoghter’d him. 

Mo. Find thou the mcancs, and He find fuch a man. 
But now He tell thee ioyfull tidings Gyrlc. 

lul. And ioy comes well ,in iuch aneedy time. 

What are thcy,bcfecch your Ladyfhip ? 

tJMo. Well,well,thou haft a carefull Father Child? 
One who to put thee from thy heauineffe. 

Hath forted out a fudden day of ioy. 

That thou cxpe<fts not,nor I looke not for. 

lul. Madam in happy time,what day is this? 

Mo. Marry my Child,early next Thurfday morne. 
The gallant,young,and Noble Gentleman, 

The Countic Paris at Saint Peters Church, 

Shall happily make thee a ioyfull Bride. 

lul. Now by Saint Peters Church,and Peter too. 

He fhall not make me there a ioyfull Bride, 

I wonder at this haft.that I mult wed 

Ere he that (hould be Husband comes to woe : 

I pray you tell my Lord and Father Madam, 

1 will not marrie yct.and when 1 doe, I fweare 
It fhallbe Romeo,vi\\om you know I hate 
Rather then Paris. Thefe arc newes indeed. 

M». Here comes your Fathcr,tell him fo your fclfe. 
And fee how he will take it at your hands. 


Enter Capulet and tfurfe 


e. 


Cap, When the Sun fees,the earth doth drizzle daew 
But for the Sunfet of my Brothers Sonne, 

It raincs downright. 

How now ?A Conduit Gyrle,what Bill in wares ? 
Eucrmore fhowring in one little body ? 

Thou counterfaits a Barke,a Sea,a Wind: 

For ftill thy eyes,which I may call the Sea, 

Do ebbe and flow with wares,the Barke thy body is 
Sayling in this fait floud.the windcs thy fighes. 

Who raging with the teares and they with them, 
Without a fudden calme will oner fee 
Thy tempeft toffed body.How now wife? 

Haue you deliuered to her our decree? 

Lady . I fir; . • .; 

But (he will none,flie giue? you thankes, 

I would the foole were married to her graue. 

Cap. Soft,take me with you,take me with you wifej 
How,will fhe none?doth fhe not giue vs thanks? 

Is fhe not proud?doth (he not couttt her bleft, 
Vnworthy as fhe is,that we haue wrought 
So worthy aGentleman,tobehcr Bridcgrconoe 
lul. Not proud you haue, 

But thankfujl that you haue : ' 

Proud can I neuer beof wbat I haue, 

But thankfull eiien for hate,that is meant Loue; 

Cap. Hownow ? - 

How now i Chopt Logicke ?jwhat is this? 

Proud, and I thanke you-.and I th’anke you not, 
Thankeme no thankings,nor pf dud me no prouds. 

But fettle your fine ioints ’gainft Thurfday next. 
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